which makes every one of the senses stand out sharply and profit on its own account, so to speak, by a distinct reasoning faculty, while the inner mind lights up second by second, like a row of footlights.
An hour later he was still keyed up, ready to crouch and spring. But he no longer had a trace of anxiety of the kind that depresses you. All his fear had become offensive.
The surviving contents of the trunk were spread over the table. The smallest object had undergone a rigorous examination, like those fine metallurgical products whose calibre, grain, ring, and elasticity are verified by a dozen testing instruments. The pairs of socks, acquired " at snatchers* fair/5 had gone into the fire, and so had a pillowcase, a woman's bonnet, and a pair of slippers of doubtful sex, which certainly had nothing to do with the crime in the rue Dailloud, but might have led to questions.
The last ashes had crumbled in the stove. Quinette defied any inquirers in advance.
<c Yes, gentlemen, this trunk belongs to a man called Augustin Leheudry, whom I employ from time to time to run errands or to pick up books and bindings for me at second-hand shops. How did I get to know him ? Because he called on me one day and asked me if I could give him work. Why have I got his trunk ? Because he asked me to take care of it for him for a week or so, telling me that he was moving, and that he would be without any fixed address until he found a place that suited him. He is suspected of the crime which was committed near here ? That surprises me very much."
It was at this moment that he heard somebody trying the street door. He trembled, but without losing his head in the least. " It's a customer. I won't open the door." Nevertheless he hastily stuffed everything back into the trunk and pushed it behind the cretonne curtain in his back shop again. Then he was seized with curiosity to know who was there.
As he made his stealthy way towards the door, it occurred